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The day couldn't have been worse. It was pouring and chilly, which was not unusual for Seattle but still, even 


by the city standards, it was a crappy looking day. 


Jerry's mood was as grey as the lead colored sky. The Seahawks’ game had been a joke. His favorite team had 


lost earlier that day. Just what he didn't need. 


Jerry and Duff had watched the game together. Now they were at Jerry's home, trying to warm up and 


decide what non-alcoholic drink would be best to drown their sour mood. 


"Well.. There's always coffee," Jerry shrugged while closing the fridge door, uninspired. 


"Coffee?," Duff repeated. "| can't drink coffee after 3 pm. Can't sleep." 


Jerry nodded. 


"I hear you but fear not. It's decaf" 


"Oh, ok." 


Jerry opened the kitchen cupboard where they were keeping coffee and tea. 


"Have your pick." 


There were several packs and tin boxes with exotic names. 


"Big selection..." 


"Stone takes his coffee seriously. And decaffeinated. He converted me. To be honest, it doesn't taste different." 


"IIl try whichever you like." 


Jerry picked the first pack he could reach and closed the cupboard. 


"They all taste good to me. Frankly, | can't tell the difference. Stone does - or so he says." 


"So Stone is in charge of the coffee? l'll have to come back when he's in town for a tasting then" 


Jerry started to fill the old fashion coffee maker with water and prepare a full pot. 


"Yep. He's in charge of food and drinks in general. He's the picky eater. If he was here, he'd correct me and say 
he's the health conscious one. | call him fussy most of the time. He hates it” 


Duff seemed to be able to relate. 


"| have one of those back home too." 


Jerry quirked an eyebrow. 


"Yeah? lzzy lives with you now?" 


"Oh, no. | say ‘home’ but | mean.. The rare few times he's been to my house or most times, when l'm at his 


place." 


"Gotcha. He still doesn't want to move in with you?" 


"Its not the moving in with me that he doesn't want. It's the location he has a problem with. Seattle's a no-go 


and in we look at California, he doesn't want LA." 


"So he stays put” 


"Exactly. He's asked me to move in with him a few times. l'm considering it, you know? At least for when I'm 
down there. He has plenty of room and | practically never stay at my LA. home anymore. It's stupid to keep 
it 


"I get that he doesn't like crowded places.. But what about here? Your house here is not really in a busy area 
a nd people are chilled. They know you." 


"It's too wet and too cold" 


"You say he almost never leaves the house anyway, so why would it matter?" 


"Jerry, believe me, I've tried talking him into it. He says he will never be able to grow his tomato plants and his 


citrus trees like he can in California" 


"He's into gardening?" 


‘Mainly growing his own veggies and herbs. So he's sure they're bio." 


"Oh, boy. He'd get along with Stone. I'm sure he'd want to buy tomatoes from him." 


"That's something | haven't tried yet. Maybe | should tell him about that, and starting a business to sell his bio 
food, interact with the outside world and all that. Could be good for him." 


"There's that farmer market Stone goes to every week. Private people sell there if they produce things, even 
small quantities. He could go sell his stuff" 


Jerry grabbed two large coffee mugs and put them on the counter before continuing talking. 


"Though if he's anything like Stone, it's kinda dangerous. Last time Stone was there, he discussed with a guy 
who produces his own honey and sells it. The next day | found him googling bee keeping equipment. | said no 


way. 


"Yeah, that's the kind of stuff Izzy would get into as well. He had chicken for a while but coyotes and foxes 
kept on sneaking into the property and turn them into midnight snacks. He was so pissed." 


"So no more fresh eggs?" 


"He knows someone at a farm in the area who delivers." 


Jerry and Duff retreated to the living room with their coffees. They sat by the fireplace. Jerry put some 


music on. It was an old ZZ Top album. 


"Let me know if you want to listen to something else." 


"That's fine. Good old cheerful blues rock," Duff mused out loud. "Perfect." 


"Cheerful? Yeah, | guess you could say that from those guys.” 


Duff was sipping on his coffee and shook his head. He chuckled and leaned back in his seat to explain himself. 


"| said that in a good way. Izzy is in one of his musical exploration periods.. So ZZ Top is a nice break" 


Jerry was a little confused at what Duff was hinting. 


"Not sure am following." 


"At least last time | saw him, which was two weeks ago. And am heading down there again next week. If he's 
still binge-listening to these dark jazz unknown gloomy bands..." 


"What's dark jazz?" 


"Very dark, weirdly jazzy heavy music. Also it's slow. Like sooo slow.. We used to trip on fast and furious punk 
when we were young. He certainly did a IBO on that front. Now he has cycles of musical journeys that take 
him to strange places on the internet or Spotify." 


"Is it when he's doing okay or he's depressed or..?" 


"Nah. Izzy's never depressed.. He just doesn't really do happy very well. He tries it a bit but eventually, he 


gets back to his own self. Quiet and melancholic." 


"You balance each other, right?" 


"| guess. Also, | would be lying if | said | don't like it. After all.. | know him. I've known he's been like that all 
along. And | kinda find it attractive too, you know? He's still the brooding dark sarcastic guy | fell for thirty 


years ago." 


Jerry noticed Duff staring at nothing as he was speaking, probably thinking about Izzy and some moments they 
had, remembering their history together. Jerry had those too with Stone. 


"| suppose | know what you mean," Jerry said with a contended sigh. 


"Stone's like that too?" 


"No, at least not the dark brooding side, but | can relate to finding some of his traits tiring at times. But then, 
that's why I'm with him too." 


"So what do you have to put up with?" 


"His brain. And fuck me if | knew how to handle it, even after all these years." 


Duff laughed and Jerry continued. 


"He's smart. Like so smart. And he knows it and he likes to remind people he is, just in case we would forget." 


"Okay... Sounds like fun" 


"Yeah, great fun. Like this?," Jerry gestured with his hand in the air towards one of the speakers. "Some bands 
we cannot listen to anymore together. Not ZZ Top, but say.. Huh.. Rush. I'm not playing Rush when he's at 


home. He's just giving me the running commentary of the musical construction of the songs, and the rhythms 
and the parallel between the music and the symbolism of the lyrics and the society context of the era and... | 
just wanna listen to the songs, you know? And even when he doesn't say anything, | see the gears in his brain 


turning and analyzing and it distracts me from enjoying the music." 


Duff laughed some more. 


"He should do songs reviews and commentary on YouTube. Seems like a popular trend these days to have a 
channel." 


"And then I'll never hear the end of him complaining about the comments he'd get on his videos and he'd end 
up fighting with all the online trolls. Not a good idea." 


"Yeah, then.. Maybe not." 


"But if we go places and he's pulled into a discussion and gets a chance to break down some smug-ass fake 
intellectual guy's arguments about a random topic... Its so fun to watch. He's my smart boy, and he doesn't 
even have to make efforts to show off. | love it." 


"He's always real nice when I've been here and we talked" 


"Sure, ‘cause you're no smug smart-ass guy." 


Duff took another sip of his coffee. Both men listened to the music playing in the background for a few 


minutes before Jerry broke the comfortable silence. 


"Anyway... Rhythm guitarists, huh?.. Can't live with them, can't live without them.." 


"Amen to that." 


